lead people somewhere into the heart of the city where ^ one
imagines, there must be a vast bottomless hole, a caul-
dron or a pan,, into which all these people pour and are
boiled down into gold. The gutters of the streets swarm
with children.
' I have seen a great deal of poverty, its bloodless, ema-
ciated green face is well familiar to me. I have seen its
eyes everywhere, dull from hunger, and burning with greed,
cunning and vengeful or slavishly meek and always inhu-
man, but the horrors of East Side poverty are more dismal
than anything I have ever known.
In these streets, as tightly packed with people as sacks
of meal, children search greedily in the dustbins on the
sidewalks for rotten vegetables and devour them, mildew
and all, on the spot, in this bitter dust and heat.
A crust of mouldy bread arouses the most savage en-
mity among them; possessed by the desire to devour it, they
fight like little dogs. Like flocks of voracious pigeons they
swarm the pavements; at one o'clock, two in the morning
and even later, they are still grubbing in the filth, pitiful
microbes of poverty, a living reproach to the avarice of
the wealthy slaves of the Yellow Devil.
At the corners of the mean streets stand a species of
stoves or braziers, in which something is cooking; the steam,
escaping through a thin pipe into the air, blows a little
whistle at its tip. This thin piercing whistle dominates
with its vibrating keenness all other street sounds, and
drags on interminably like a cold dazzling white thread,
twines itself about the throat, confuses the thoughts, mad-
dens, impels one somewhere, and never for a moment silent,
quivers in the odour of decay that pollutes the air, quivers
derisively, malevolently pervading that life lived in dirt.